TRAMPING IN AMERICA    '

MY impression of Americans from the beginning is
of the best, and I have never since had cause to alter
my mind. They are a kind, sympathetic race of people
and naturally proud of their country. The Irish-
American is inclined to be the most bitter, remembering
from his youth the complaints of his parents, who were
driven through unjust laws from their own beloved
land ; and such a man is not to be idly aggravated,
especially under the consideration that our conscience
is not too clean in this respect, and that we are apt to
be very slow in making that open confession which is
good for the soul. The most pleasing trait in Americans,
which cannot for long escape us, is their respect for
women and the way in which the latter do their utmost
to deserve it. No sight of a woman behind the saloon
bar listening to the ribald jests of drunken men, and
no woman at the bar's front drinking glass for glass
with her associates. However weak in this respect a
woman may be in private, she is certainly too strong
to make a public exhibition of her weakness. Husband
and wife may be unhappy, but you seldom hear of
a woman carrying the marks of a man's brutality as
witnesses against him which is so common in the police
courts of old England. A man in a fit of ungovernable
passion may kill his wife ; and better so, I should say,
than to leave her half killed at the foot of the stairs
every Saturday night and holidays for twenty or thirty
years, and blacken her eyes before they can recover
their natural colour, the brutality that shamed me so
much in after years in the slums of London, hearing
it so often recorded as a jest.

I was so anxious to see the different states of America
that I did not stay long in New York before I succumbed